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holding his begging-bowl before him5 the people
made haste to fill it, for they loved the mild expression
of his countenance, and as he passed the mothers
would command their little ones to stoop and kiss
his feet, or to lift with reverence the hem of his robe
to their smooth foreheads, or to do him some little
kindly service, such as filling his jar or fetching
him milk and cakes ; and the gentle maidens, gazing
at his manly form, his uplifted head and princely
carriage, would silently pray that the love of their
hearts should be fixed upon one so noble and so
good. So, unconsciously, without a word of speech
but with all gentle quietness, he raised the hearts
of men and women, and enriched their souls with
heaven's own radiance. Then he would leave the
town and go back to his cave, where, after a time, he
was visited by holy men with whom he would discuss
matters of life and death and judgment.

Half-way between his retreat and the town there
was a colony of those men who use every art to
torture their bodies in the hope of saving their
souls. One day the prince visited one of these men
and said to him, " My brother, why do you add
to the pains of life which is in itself so painful ?
Tell me, for I am one who seeks the Truth/5

" It is only by the torture of the flesh," was the
reply, " that the soul gains power to live."

" It is a strange belief," said the prince, " to
spoil the fair house in order to save its inmate."
Then the ascetics cried out upon him, " This is our
road of life, and we will tread it to the end though